Ambastiatori which proved expensive and not by any
means good. Lapiccirella took us to Frugone during the
afternoon and while the latter was as emphatic as Lapiccirella
on the question of northern winters, he was equally re-
assuring in his opinion that tuberculosis was a thing of the
distant past and that no recurrence was to be feared. They
were kind and efficient and treated John as the great artist
that they knew her to be, and even she began to feel that
although at times she was bound to be homesick, life in a
country that held so many nice people would at any rate
have plenty of compensations. So the remaining hours of
our visit to Rome were very happy indeed.
We were up betimes next morning and sallied forth,
fasting, for Mass in the crypt of St. Peter's. We prayed be-
side the tomb of Pius X and lingered by the ugly mauso-
leum of the dispossessed Stuarts and then we went out into
the Piazza in search of breakfast. We found it in a cafe in
full view of the great church, in the Via della Conciliazione,
and we sat on the pavement in the early sunshine and de-
voured fresh rolls and butter and drank our coffee fron^tall
wineglasses, heaped and brimming over with whipped
cream. After breakfast we wandered in Rome and did no
sightseeing at all; I remember we went up the Spanish
Steps to an hotel just above them and decided that we liked
the look of it and would stay there the next time we came
to Rome! We lunched at Alfredo's and ate fettucine and
were rather disappointed because, owing to our being
early, the great Alfredo himself had not yet arrived and the
fettucine as prepared by the head-waiter were just a shade
below the usual standard. But we enjoyed our lunch and
looked at John's photograph in the * gallery of celebrities'
on the restaurant walls, and presently our desultory pil-
grimage was at an end and we were in the train on our
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